












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Few people forget their first taste of “chouchenn”, particu-
larly if it is the home-made variety. My introduction to this 
heavenly experience was in the heart of rural west Brittany, 
camping with a group of my British students in a farmer’s 
field. Our students’ halting attempts at speaking French with 
our neighbors improved communications after a sticky start, 
and the gossip mill quickly spread the fact that we were not 
only English but Cornish, therefore their Celtic cousins.
From that point the hospitality became overwhelming. 
Our nearest neighbour invited us teachers to his cottage for a 
welcome drink. The kitchen was our first shock; it reeked of 
rotting food and dogs. He ferreted around in the cupboards 
and brought out a grimy bottle. Next came the small drinking 
glasses, totally opaque from dirt. He poured out some cloudy 
liquid from the bottle into those glasses. There was no escape: 
what unmentionable diseases lurked in those filthy glasses? 
But we were on our honour to go through with this. A forced 
smile, a “Yec’hed mat!” (‘Cheers!’), and down it went.
It is very hard to describe that taste. Almost sickly sweet, 
with a fiery aftershock like a blowtorch being directed at the 
back of your throat, the honey-soaked fire water worked its 
way down. Chouchenn is a kind of mead, made professionally 
with honey and water with a little 
apple juice to start the fermenta-
tion process. The home-made 
version, the one that we were 
trying, often involves dipping the 
complete honeycomb into the mix, 
drowning a few bees and infusing 
some venom from their beestings into the brew. The potency 
was remarkable, and gave us some hope that the alcohol con-
tent would kill off any possible dangers. The second and third 
glasses helped cement Breton-Cornish relations a little more, 
and we had made a new friend.
It was a relief to wake up the next morning. That nectar 
taste still lingered. Since then I have had several glasses of 
chouchenn in Breton bars and cafes from surgically clean 
clear glass bottles and in sparklingly clear glasses, but it has 
never been quite the same. I imagine that EU health and safe-
ty regulations have put a stop to most of the home brewing, 
but if you are ever in Brittany and a local offers “chouchenn?” 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































The Greater Toronto Area – A Food Anecdote.
Allan Goodwin
Mark, Scott and I walked into the same restaurant I’d 
been going to with my family since I was a kid. I ordered the 
same thing I’ve been ordering my whole life.
The three of us did our small talk thing and everything 
was going along fine. Then the drinks arrived – theirs in 
well-known red cans with white lettering, mine in a can with 
gold letters on a teal, white and puce label. The others at the 
table sat bolt upright. 
“What are you DRINKING?” one demanded.
“Dandelion and Burdock. It’s just pop.” 
“Dandelions? Like the weed?”
“It’s just a name.” (Side note: It’s not just a name. Accord-
ing to Wikipedia, the drink has been around the British Isles 
since the Middle Ages. It originally included both dandeli-
ons and burdock and was a kind of mead, but now has been 
turned into a carbonated, non-alcoholic soda using artificial 
flavours). Mark and Scott looked at each other. Shaking their 
heads, they cracked open their Cokes. 
The waitress arrived later with the food. Like most people 
in the Toronto area, I grew up associating the fish part of fish 
and chips with halibut. My parents used to tell me it’s sup-
posed to be cod. But in the Toronto area, it’s either halibut or 
haddock. All three of us had ordered halibut. 
“I’ll be back in a moment.” The waitress said in a British 
accent. 
She returned a moment later with a small bowl of what 
looked an awful lot like pond scum and slid it beside my plate. 
I smiled and nodded, and she walked away. 
The colour drained from Mark and Scott’s faces. 
“Oh man. That’s just gross.” said one.
“Al’s scaring me.” said the other. 
I grabbed the black pepper and dumped some on the 
mushy peas. We ate quietly, and quickly. We paid at the cash 
register, and I got a can of “Irn Bru” for the walk home. I saw 
Mark and Scott look at each other but neither of them said 
anything. They waited until we were out of the restaurant 
before commencing the mockery. 
 （グッドウィン　アラン）
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